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THE DUCHESS OF ST, ALBAN’S. 


“ Formed to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes.” 
LYTTELTON. 


OUISA GRACE, the second wife of Aubrey Beauclerk, 
Duke of St. Alban’s, is the daughter of Lady Louisa 
Manners, sister to the Earl of Dysart, and a most brilliant star 
in the hemisphere of fashion. When elegance and affability 
give grace to the charms of personal beauty, the fair posses- 
sor receives the willing homage of the circle of polished so- 
ciety ; and certainly, while fashion contines her influence to 
the dispensing of encouragement to arts and sciences, and 
forms for recreation a pleasing succession of rational and 
instructive amusements, the leaders of the ton must be proud 
ot so honourable a distinction. 

The various pursuits of business engross the attention o 
the commercial world, and render them unable or unwilling 
to believe that time can hang heavy on the hands of any; 
but certain it is, that if no stated employment is allotted to 
every hour, the vacant time is in danger of being worse than 
lost—of being misapplied. Here, then, isthe path of merit 
open to the nobility; and proud may our country be, that 
the path is pursued by so many: for, surely, to promote 
the success of our manufactures, to patronize ingenuity, and 
to train up the rising nobility to useful attainments, are de- 
serving of as serious attention from those whose abilitie?and 
situation render them competent to the task, as are the 
bumbler duties of those who move in a more limited sphere. 
VOL. II,—N. S. o 
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The Duchess of St. Alban’s experienced a most distress- 
ing loss in her sister, the lovely Mrs. Duff, whose unex- 
pected death, while in the full possession of youth and 
beauty, furnishes a lesson to the young, which the writer of 
the present sketch hopes he wil be pardoned for endeavour. 
ing to impress upon their minds, bya few serious reflections 
of a very excellent and pious writer. 

“<The lite of man is the incessant walk of time, wherein 
every moment is a step towards death; and since no one 
can be happy in this life who is afraid to die, it ought to be 
our principal care to overcome the fear of death. Then, 
lest death should seem more terrible to us than indeed it is, 
we will live in daily expectation of it; for it were madness 
to think we shall never arrive at that to which we are every 
minute going. It was Plato’s opinion, that “ the wise man’s 
life is the meditation of death.” 'To expect it, is to give 
the blow a meeting, and thus break the stroke; not to ex- 
pect it, is stupidity. Let us grow to be acquainted with 
death, by considering what it is, and certainly, well looked 
inte, it is rather lovely, than frightful; it is faney which 
gives it those hideous forms m which it generally appears to 
men. It is a soft and easy nothing; the cessation of life’s 
functions, action’s absence, and nature’s smooth repose.— 
What is there that m death is terrible, more than our un- 
willingness to die? Why should I be angry when my 
Prince repeals my banishment, and admits me home to my 
country, Heaven? Death frees us from the scorus of lite, 
the malice, and the blows of fate, and puts us in a condition 
to become invulnerable. It mounts us up bevond the wiles 
and reach of this unworthy world. Tt lays us in the rank 
with kings, and lifts us up to Deity. I will therefore endea- 
vour to be prepared for death. The way to die undaunt- 
edly is todo that before we die, which we ought to do when 
dying. He ts a happy man who so lives as that death at all 
times may find him at leisure to die; and if we consider that 
we are always in Ged’s hand, that our lease is only during 
pleasure, and that we are obliged once to die, we must be 
fools to struggle where we can neither conquer nor defend. 
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OLD WOMAN. 
NO. CII. 


THOUGH I have more than once reprobated that waste 
of time which young ladies of the present day too frequently 
incur, by a ridiculous devotion to the practice of music, for 
which they have frequently no taste, | am far from being 
insensible to the charms of that divine sclence, or of with- 
holdmg my praise from those, who, without neglecting su- 
perior accomplishments, acquire a mastery in it. Nothing 
can be more delightful than to hear a young lady sing 
with some taste, and accompany her voice with “the plano ; 
but when she bestows hours every day, for some years, on 
an instrument which she seldom touches after she becomes 
a wife or a mother, I cannot help asking, if life is so long, 
and the sphere of useful education so limited, that the pre- 
cious days and hours of youth should be eae away on a 
science not of any practical use; and whieh, in fact, seems 
only acquired to be forgotten. For how seldom do we sce 
the matron try to soothe the cares of her husband with her 
voice or her instrument; though, perhaps, she employed 
both to win his heart! In fact, from the observations | 
have made in many families of some consequence in this 
country, it appears, that some impropriety is thought to 
atiach to a married woman who affects to sing or to play, 
though she might frequently do both with more effect, and 
quite as innocently as when she was single, if she confined 
her exertions to her family aud her partic vular friends. 

Music may sometimes lessen pain, and smooth the et 
of care; it may recal the desponding to the love of life, 
may inspire the melancholic with cheerful ideas. On w Se 
principle then is it laid aside by the wite, if its acquisition is 


such an object by the virgin ! I wish to see some degree - 


consistency, What costs so much time and trouble, 
mueh expence, and so many privations, should either 7 
‘worthy of all these sacrifices, or it is the extreme of folly to 
pursue it. 

Ta all ages, however, we have heard of the potent effects 
of music, ‘and more particularly among rude and uncivilized 
Q 2 9 
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nations*. As refinement takes place, the science is rather a 
inatter of taste than of feeling. Thousands pretend to ad- 
mire it, whose Beotian ears would be equally delighted 
with the braying of a jack-ass, or the rumbling of a car- 
riage. Affectation is always contemptible ; but the affecta- 
tion of feeling what is not felt, merely because it is fashion- 
able, is the most miserable passion that can enter the human 
heart. Yet we never hear of concerts, operas, or other 
musical performances, where this silly deception is not prac- 
tised; and where the hands, the feet, and the tongue ex- 
press admiration, in exact proportion to the indifference 
with which the mind contemplates the performance. In- 
deed, music, or the art of leading people by their ears, on 
inany occasions, and in many places, is made the lure of ex- 
tyrting charity and enforcing benevolence. We have musi- 
cal meetings for all purposes, and when the object is to do 
good, it would ill become me to say a word against them. 
But Imay, I must be allowed to observe, that when a mu- 
sical education is so general among all persons who are in 
the least raised above the vulgar, how much more com- 
mendable it would be, to volunteer a performance for some 
humane purpose, than to waste two-thirds of the sum pro- 
duced on professional singers and musicians. Surely it 
would be no disgrace to ladies and gentlemen who are qua- 
lified, to form a concert for the support of any public or 
private charity in their neighbourhood. They would in- 
fallibly draw their friends and connections to hear them; 
they would thus have an opportunity of displaying their 
proficiency, and, what is far better, of attesting their bene- 





*The following anecdote shews the triumphs of music. When 
Amurath took the city of Bagdad, he gave orders for putting 30,000 

ersians to death, although they had laid down their arms. Among 
them was a musician of great skill and fame, who begged to sce the 
emperor, and to give him a specimen of his art, which was granted. 
He sang and played the taking of Bagdad, and the triumph of Am- 
urath. The pathetic tones, and boldness of his strains, rendered the 
prince unable to restrain the tender emoticns of his soul. Over- 


powered with harmony, he melted into tears of pity, and relented of 


his cruel intentions. He not only directed that the people should 
be spared ; but also, that they should have instant liberty. And he, 
moreover, retained the musician at his court, and gaye him censider, 
able presents and appointments, 
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valener. I would, Senien sna yocenmmend this prac- 
tice; for, if music is so fashionable. it is a pity that it 
should not be applied to serve some useful ends. How 
tame and insipid must be the performance of hired bands, 

compared to the execution that is prompted by fellow-feel- 
ing for distress, and flows warm from the heart! For the 
support of hospitals, whether in town or country, for the 
promotion of any useful undertaking, for the alleviation of 
private woe, Ihave no doubt the union of persons of ta- 
lents and consideration would produce the happiest conse- 

quences in a moral and charitable point of view. Instead 
of prostituted characters, whose conduct and whose tongues 
are never in unison, and who, to the disgrace of religion, 
are frequently introduced into our cathedrals to draw au 
audience, we should see beauty and innocence, virtue and 
gentility, exerting themselves, not so much to gain applause, 

as to open the hearts of the unfeeling, and to extort ¢ harity 
from the miser. The voice and the heart would agree; and 
Heaven and man would applaud! 

If I should ever have the good fortune to see these well 
meant suggestions carried into execution, I would recom- 
mend that national music should be preterred ou such occa- 
sions to what is exotic. There is a charm in the musical 
expression of one’s own country which reaches the unsophis- 
ticated heart. We all see how much the natives of Scot- 
land are attached to the simple melodies they have been 
accustomed to in their early years; aud how insipid the 
finest Tialian airs and the most elaborate compositions of 
Handel are, when put in competition with the sprightly tunes 
that echo among the Caledonian hills. The natives of 
Wales are no less attached to the airs which have been cur- 
rent among them from time immemorial. The “ war song 
of the men of Glamorgan,” and “ Come to Battle,” would 
rouse the most piileginatic among them to action. “ Thie 
lamentation of Britain,” and “ the marsh of Rhyddlan,” 
are calculated to melt; while the “ Noble race of Shenkin” 
and ‘* Owen’s Lady’s Delight,” would inspire lively emo- 
tions, and recal images that must ever be dear to the heart 
of sensibility. The music of Ireland, at Jeast what has been 
lianded down to modern times, has a plaintive character, 
Which bespeaks the sense of long continued oppression, now 
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happily in a ereat measure ae. It may shesehene he 
hoped, that the harp of E rin will be tuned to more sprightly 
airs; and that the ancient spirit of Trish vivaeity will re-in- 
sire the minstrels’ lays. 

As tor the English musie, it is as mixed in its character as 
the inhabitants of the country, It partakes of the excellen- 
cies of each; and has freely borrowed from all. Purcell 
and Arne lave evinced to the world, that we need not seek 
from Haly or Germany what is the denizen of our own soil ; 
zd that our manly sons and beanteous daughters have no 
occasion to be taught a stile of music different from their 
Qwih. 

Sut Lam extending this essay beyond my original design, 

and touching on points littke connected with the subject I 
proposed ; which was simply this, that if music is thought of 
50 much importance in female education, it surely ought to 
be made subservient to some useful and benevolent. ends, 
not acquired with so much zeal and assiduity, during the 
period of youth, and rejected with indifference or disdain iu 
niore advanced years. Against the lengths, however, to 
which this branch of study i is carried, I must still enter my 
caveat on the score of health, prudence, economy, and 

mora! feeling. But an Old Woman cannot expect to direct 
the public taste: she can only promise to herselt to obtaina 
patient hearing from those who are rather seduced by 
fashion than prompted by inclination, and who have not yet 
been drawn into the vortex by prejudice or affectation. 


ON THE MUTUALITY OF PARENTAL AUTHORITY, OR 
THE MATERNAL RIGHTS PROCLAIMED; 


In Reply to a contrary Opinion inserted in the Number for January. 


SIR, 

THOUGH you have not thought proper to describe 
your sexual situation, yet that you are one of the lords of 
the creation is evide ntly “cle ar: for though at the commence- 
ment of your epistle, vou solicit advice upon the subject of 
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education, yet vou conclude it by del legating supreme uu- 
thority to the father of a child. 

Frequent controversies between married persons biust u 
timately end in a diminution of affection, and therefore 
ought to be avoided with the createst care: but a difler- 
ence of opinion upon the subject of education must inevita- 
bly be attended with a still more « feplorable effect, as tend- 
ing to destroy that filial respect and atiection —_— the 
hand of Nature implants in the bosom ef a child. Man is 
by nature a tyrant; we even behold a propensity to ungo- 
vernable passions in the earliest stage of life, and it is the 
duty of each parent to check this infirmity of disposition be- 
fore the caprices of temper obtain an un nconquerable sway. 
Thus, during a state of infancy and childhood, each parent 
claims an equal right : but as they advance in vears they 
held a relative situation, and the father, doubtless, is the 
most proper to arrange the system of education for his | bovs. 
But until seven years of age, even the laws of the country 
delegate to the mother supreme command ; conceiving the 
sottness of her disposition more calculated to have uncon- 
trolled dominion over the being who requires maternal ten- 
derness to be blended with reproof. The voice of Nature 
proclaims the right of a mother over the bemg to whoin she 
has given life, and for whose existence she has suffered the 
severest tortures human nature ts able to sustain! 

To whose kind and protecting care does a new-born in- 
fant owe the preservation of that life it has recently receiy- 
ed? Is it the tather who nurtures, cherishes, and protects 
it, during its helpless, its truly dependant state? Does he 
willingly bear fatigue and exertion? Does he pass restles: 
hights and anxious davs 2?) No: he may feel the pleasure Gi 
being a parent; but he is a tolal stranger to its soliciious 
pains, 

The debt of gratitude which a child owes its mother 1s 
incalculable : and shall it not be obedient to ber commands 
as its understanding improves? Enforce it Reason, cntores 
it Nature, and impress the debt deeply upon the human 
heart! 

I must now, Sir, beg leave to refer to vour letter, mm whitch 
you say “ you have seen many mel: mcholy instances of the 
misconduct of children from the contending opinions which 
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thei ir parents displayed.” 7 hits salecondient I conceive to be 
the natural consequence of two persons differing upon a 
subject in which they ought to agree ; each parent doubtless 
must be anxious for the welfare oi their offspring, though 
they may unfortunately err in the mode by which it is to be 
insured. [f a father has an exclusive right over his son’s 
conduct, and ihe mother is not permitted to have a dissent- 
ing voice, common justice must give her the same undoubt- 
ed privilege over the children of her own sex. But a system 
of this description would not only subvert the natural ‘aflec- 
tions, but would prove destructive to all the social duties of 
life: the sons would imbibe a total contempt of maternal 
authority, and the daughters feel neither respect or affection 
for the parent whose name they bear. 

It is evident, therefore, that, for the good of society, 
each parent should have a reciprocal claim, and that a child 
from the earliest stage of reason should be taught to pay 
them an equal degree of respect. As far as regards the 
system of education, each sex must be supposed to have ac- 
quired a knowledge of the most proper mode ; and I should 
as soon expect a husband to direct his wife how to combine 
the ingredients for a pudding, as to direct the education ot 
his girls. ‘The same reasoning holds good in the conduct of 
mothers, who cannct be able to direct the studies of her 
boys; but the formation of the heart, the imspiring them 
with religious and virtuous sentiments, ought to be the mo- 
ther’s peculiar province and care. 

Peruse the lives, Sir, I beseech you, of the greatest sages 
and philosophers which : uitiquity has produced, and these 
virtuous characters will invariably inform you, that it is to 
their mothers they ascribe both their pr robity and their 
worth; and that the i impression which was made upon their 
minds during childhood no future circumstances were able 
to efface. Ye fathers, then, who are blessed with a numer- 
ous offspring, never endeavour to depreciate the maternal 
character in your sens’ eyes; but rather hold it up as a pat- 
tern for their imitation, their afection, their reverence, and 
their esteem. That there are mothers, Sir, I allow, who 
are incapable of fulfilling those sacred duties which they are 
called upon to perform ; and when such a misfortune befals 
a iamily, there is but one way left for a father to act, and 
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this is to eee es ‘children his oy al either place 
them ata respectable seminary, or under the protection of 
judicious friends. A female may likewise be no less unfor- 
tunately situated, and the man in whose hands she has placed 
her happiness may prove unprincipled and profane ; and 
instead of setting a virtuous example to his progeny, may, 
by his own misconduct, imperceptibly conduct them inte 
the path of vice. Such a situation is not only pitiable but 
hopeless ; for the female’s power of acting is so limited aud 
confined, that all she can do will be to endeavour to admi- 
nister an antidote against that deadly poison which the in- 
fluence of example must instil. 

In compliance with vour request, Sir, I have endeavoured 
to disclose those sentiments which observation and experi- 
ence have inspired ; and 1 shall sum up the whole by repeat- 
ing my opinion, that each parent has an undoubted right to 
direct the conduct of their child; and though the mother 
may, perhaps, sometimes be too indulgent, the father may 
likewise be too severe. Each ought to inspire their off- 
spring with respect for the other, and no difference of 
vpinion be discussed in the presence of the child; for which- 
ever party becomes an advocate for the gratification of 
their wishes must inevitably wean their affection trom those 
who oppose the gratification of their desires. 

I am, Sir, 
Your obedient humble servant, 
AN ADVOCATE FOR MATERNAL RIGHTS, 











ANECDOTES 
OF 
DISTINGUISHED FEMALES. 





CHRISTINA. 


AMONG the numerous females who lave rendered 
themselves illustrious by their virtues or their beauty, their 
talents or their intrepidity, Ciristina, Queen of Sweden, the 
sister of Gustavus Adolphus, maintains a distinguished 
VOL. II.—N. S. Pp 
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ad 
place. She understood several languages, and was able to 
read, in the origiual Greek, Thucydides and Polybius, at an 
age when the major part of her sex can scarcely comprehend 
those authors in their native id om.— Being solicited by her 
ministry to marry, she excused herself by saying, “ It would 
more delight me to procure Sweden a good prince, and a 
successor capable of holding with glory the reins of govern- 
ment: do not then compel me to resign my liberty. I might 
become the mother of a Nero, or give birth to an Augustus,” 
Her passion for literature was so great that on quitting Swe- 
den, a tew days after she had resigned the crown, she 
ordered a medal to be struck, bearing this inscription, “ Par- 
nassus is better than the throne.” And when she heard of 
the death of the Prince de Condé, whom she much esteemed, 
she said, in a letter to Mad. de Scuderi, “ Death, whose 
approach I perceive, and who fails not at his appointed 
hour, gives me no inquietude. I wait his coming without 
arrogance, and witliout a tear.” 





ISABELLA DE BAVIERE. 


THIs princess, the wife of Charles VI. King of France, is 
represented by historians as a cruel mother, who stifled 
every sentiment of affection towards her children; and as a 
fatal torch that spread the flame of war throughout the 
kingdom. She used every possible exertion to exclude her 
son from the throne, that it might be occupied by Henry V. 
who married her daughter. She was dissipated aud extra- 
vagant in the extreme ; and no less vindictive than inhuman. 
On the surrender of Paris, when the Connetable d’ Armag- 
nac, and his partizans, were exposed to the fury of a san- 
guinary army, composed of the dregs of the people, she 
expressed the most brutal exultation. During her life she 
was the object of general opprobrium, equally lated by her 
countrymen, as the author of their misfortunes, and despised 
by the English, whom she basely favoured. On her deatls 
the following epitaph was written by La Place. 


Reine, epouse coupable, et plus coupable mere 
Apres avoir livré la Royaume aux Anglois, 
Objet de leur mepris, execrable aux Francois, 
Ci git Isrbeau de Bavieére. 
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Queen, guilty wife, but mother still more base, 
a Frenchmen execrated, in despair, 

Who sold her realm to Britain’s warlike race, 
And met their scorn ;—Here lies la Baviére. 














CLEMENCE ISAURE. 


Tuis lady, distinguished for her wit and her liberality, 
instituted, in the fourteenth century, the Jeux Floraux at 
Toulouse, her native city. They are still celebrated in the 
month of May, when an eulogium is pronounced to her 
memory, and her statue decorated with flowers. This 
meritorious female left prizes to be distributed among those 
who excelled in every species of poetry; consisting of a 
violet of gold, a wild rose of silver, and a marigold of the 
same metal. To perpetuate these floral games, she be- 
queathed considerable property to the Municipal officers of 
Toulouse. 


MARY MAGDALEN, 
COUNTESS DE LA FAYETTE. 


Tris lady was no less eminent for the splendour of her 
talents, than the grandeur of her birth. She was the pa- 
troness of the fine arts, which she cultivated with singular 
success. Her house was the resort of men of letters ; among 
whom may be reckoned Huet, Menage, La Fontaine, and 
Segrais. To the celebrated Duke de la Rochefoucauld she 
was attached by the purest ties of friendship. She inspired 
in him the love of virtue:  M. de la Rochefoucauld,” she 
said, “ furnished me with knowledge: but in exchange I 
reformed his heart.” She was frequently heard to compare 
bad translators to “ servants who rendered ridiculous the 
compliments they were entrusted to deliver.” It was her 
favorite maxim, “ that he who presumes upon his talents, 
however extraordinary they may be, proves himself unworthy 
of them.” Though accustomed daily to receive the praises 
of the ingenious and the learned, the observation which 
ae 
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most flattered. her was, “that her judgment exceeded her 
wit, and that her chief delight in every thing was Truth. 


oro 





MADAME DE SEVIGNE. 


No female has more distinguished herself in the republic 
of letters than Madame de Sevigné. Her endowments 
were of the first order, and her afiection for her daughter 
almost unparalleled. Her solicitude for her welfare occa- 
sioned her death. Louis X1V. so conspicuous for his gal- 
lantry and his encouragement to the arts, was accustomed, 
on all occasions, to show Madame de Sevigné the most flat- 
tering attention. ‘This monareh having taken her out to 
dance, flattered by the preference given to her, she observed 
to a nobleman present, “We must acknowledge that we 
have a great king.” She was extremely pleased with those 
who were affable in their disposition and easy in their man- 
ners ; and used frequeutly to remark, ‘she dreaded nothing 
so much as those affected persons who are witty all day 
long.” She delighted in repartee, and often said, « that 
lovers and lunatics are entitled to forgiveness.” And in a 
dispute that was maintained with some warmth between 
Boileau and Perrault, on the merits of the ancients and mo- 
derns, she terminated the controversy by asserting, ‘“ The 
ancients were superior in dignity, and we in beauly.” But 
Madame de Sevigné was not only sprightly herself, but the 
cause of humour in others: having one day withdrawn her 
hand from Menage, Pelletier, who was standing by, ex- 
clamed, “ that, notwithstanding, the brilliancy of your 
talents, is the finest production which ever came from your 
hands.” A compliment no less due to her personal charms, 
than to her mental qualifications. 


To the Editor of the Lady's Museum. 
MR. EDITOR, 


THOUGI T have not a sufficient portion of vanity to 
rank myself amongst the hierati, or ambition enough to 
become a votary for public fame, yet I sometimes pass away 
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a Leleuve on in the taresless amusement of writing, and 


beg leave to offer the follow’ g specimen of my abilities to 
the proprietors of your Mi iwazine. 

Your correspondent, the Old Bachelor, has been pecu- 
liarly unfortunate in his acquaint: uice, and though he has 
given an interesting, } vet it certainly is a most appalling des- 
cription of the miseries which attend the marriage stute ; 
vet I trust and hope, that his character of Matilda may be 
considered as a phenomenon, merely to show how far it is 
possible for too much indulgence actually to spoil a wife. 
The sentiments I mean to express upon the subject’ of ima- 
trinony have been, I perceive, in some degree anticipated 
by a gentleman who signs himself H. S. Still the plan he pro- 
poses 3 to the TESTY incognito Is certainly not founded upen 
the principles of common sense, and though he doubtiess 
meant to be extremely witty, the desi en has, in toto, failed, 

Had the Old Bachelor published the private history of 
his friends’ misfortunes for the purpose of inducing others ta 
remain in a state of celibacy, I should have considered him as 
a man desirous of subverling the very order of nature, and 
as a propagator of principles which must ultimate ly encourage 
the practice of vice; but as in the commence ment of his 
correspondence he avowed no such intention, f consider the 
anecdotes he has related as so many reasons assigned by him 
for preferring a single life. So far from censuring this soli- 
tary being ber his descriptions of connubial infelicity, I think 
they contain a moral lesson which may prove instructive to 
many wives; and imay be considered as @ mirror pointing 


a > 
out natural defects. 
Yet do not suppose, Mr. Editor, that Tam going to he- 
_ an advocate for celibacy ; for I have too much reasou 
» be a strong one for the marriage state; a state, which, 
+ da like every other, liable to infelicity, is the only one 
Which, in my opinion, can reconcile us to the various dis- 
tresses of human life. We were formed by nature, Sir, for 
the enjoyments ofsociety. We observe the desire of associa- 
tion even in the animal race, who from their gregarious pro- 
pensity mav be said to offer an instructive lesson to mankind. 
That there are unhappy marriages, and that those are 
very numerous, does not admit of a doubt; but these more 
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frequently arise from the want of discrimination in parents, 
rather than in the misconduct of the parties themselves, 
How little chance of domestic happiness has an amiable 
young female whose father is more solicitous to procure her 
a splendid establishment in life, than to meet with a man 
whose internal worth and virtues are not only likely to in- 
sure her afiection, but inspire her esteem? If in the com- 
mon intercourse of the world we are only sclicitous to form 
an intimacy with those whose taste or dispositions are conge- 
nial to our own, how much more necessary is it to study 
the character of the person with whom we have an idea of 
forming a connexion which only the hand of death can dis- 
solve? yet similarity of disposition appears a secondary con- 
sideration in the interested alliances of the present age ; and, 
in fact, I believe the past paid it almost as little attention; for 
I am inclined to think that mankind have not undergone 
any very extraordinary revolution in their minds. But it 
may be said, that the lover and the husband are too often 
such very different beings, that even Proteus himself could 
not have undergone greater change ; and that the former 
had assumed an appearance so totally foreign to his real 
character, that the most penetrating eye could not have dis- 
covered the cheat. I will, however, allow that vice will 
frequently put on the resemblance of virtue; yet it is im- 
possible that hypocrisy can be perpetually upon its guard, 
and it is by strictly observing minute and trifling actions, 
that we are to form a real judgement of that intricate maze, 
the heart. 

If any of your fair readers, Mr Editor, was to ask my 
opinion of the kind of characters I should think most likely 
to insure their happiness in the marriage state, I would tell 
them that the man who answered the following description 
is the one whom I would wish to see united to a daughter 
of mine. 


Let sacred honour fill bis mind 

*Till ev'ry thought becomes sublimed, 
And rises like the hallow’d gale 
Which from religious rites exhale. 
Let Thales’ motto, “ know thysel/,” 
Tell him he is no lowly elf; 
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And let him through life's ieameen! d span, 


——— oe 





° Prove the true dignit: y of man, 
le When worth and dignity unite, 
r Ne’er will a man exert his right, 


Nor lord it with tyrannic sway, 


a For love disdains the term—oby : 
- Whilst soft persuasion’s gentle voice 
% Will make obedience —the choice. 
; Was I inclined, Mr. Editor, to follow the Old Bachelor's 
example, I could either entertain, or tire, your readers 
; j by a variety of domestic incidents somewhat similar to those 
z 


he has detailed ; though, to the honour of the female se x, 
I will candidly acknowledge that the greater number of 
unhappy marriages which I ‘have witnessed, have not orisi 
nated in them, but actually have all been occasioned by an 
undue exertion of that authority of which a husband fancies 
himself possessed. Did mankind sufler themselves se riously 
to reflect upon the sacred covenant of marriage, and view 
it as a solemn and religious rite, I am inclined to think, 

they would not dare to abuse an institution ordained by the 

Great Creator of the World. If Adam, who was placed 

in a terrestrial paradise, with every living creature subject to 

his control, found the want of a congenial soul to parlici- 
pate in the blessings which were bestowed upon him, have 
we not reason to suppose that the same desires, and the 

same sentiments, influence the minds of his degenerate sons ? j 
and that in entering into the mdissoluble engagement of 
matrimony, we not ‘only fulfil a duty, but act in obedience 
to God’s commands? 


Though we frequently behold an abuse of those blessings Bil 
which Providence bestows upon his creatures, yet that does Ft 
not lessen the intrinsic value they possess; neither does the 4 
specimens which your testy cor respondent lias produced ot Bil! 
unhappy marriages diminish the heart-felt gratification Ste 
i which may be enjoyed from that state. When I assert that f 
i amongst my own acquaintance the domestic infelicily [have ati 


witnessed has originated from the misconduct of ny own 
sex, I do not mean to have it inferred that I am of opinion | 
all connubial unhappiness originates in them-—the daugh-_ ae 
ters of Adam, doubtless, are no less liable to imperfection ik 
than his more impetuous sons; but that uncontrolled domi- 
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nion which we are too apt to aliew our passions to acquire 
over our judgment is certaluly one principal cause of the 


frequent dissentions whied arte. 
vy 


The education of females is calculated (or at least ousht 
to be) to subdue the passious, whilst our sex are not taught 
to have them under such control, for a boy at school who 
was deficient in what is generally termed spirit, would actu- 


ally be universatly despised ; therefore when disputes arise 
ia the marriage station the woman Wio gives up her opinion 
proves the superiority of her sense. The effect of temper, 
howcter, is totally dittercut to passion, and Tam acquainted 
with some few females with whom it would be impossible 
for any man to enjoy domestic bliss ; for as well might he 
expect to use his aris with freedom when a large blister 
covered his back. T cousider the Old Bachelor’s as an envi- 
cble situation, conipared to that of being tled to such a 
mute. The same attention ought to be paid by aman which 
[have recommended to young females, before he selects a 
partner for life; and 1} consider the following qualifications 
essenuially necessary to form the cliaracter of a woman with 
whom [ intended tu pass my days. 


Let all her actions be serene, 

O'er temper let her reign a queen ; 

Let virtue’s lovely form appear 
Inclosed within religion's sphere ; 

Let tenderness expand lier breast, 
And liush cach ruffed thought to vest: 
Let her possess true worth of mind, 
Whilst deticacy is combined 

With elegance, and simple taste, 

And ev'ry look, aud thought, is chaste ! 


Conceive fora moment, Mr. Editor, the refined happiness 
of a man blest with such a wife; and tell me whether it can 
ever fall to the lot of a solitary individual to taste such ex- 
quisite delights. “* How tiresome,” observes Zimmerman, 
do allthe pleasures of the world appear compared with the 
happiness of a faithful, tender, and enlightened friend- 
phy!” 


“‘ Where thought meets thought e’er from the lips they part, 
“ And each soft wish springs mutua! from the heart.” 
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This refinement of dente felic ‘ity y perhaps falls but to 
the lot of few individuals, because their tastes and natural 
disposition were not sufficiently studied before they entered 
into the marriage state; but 1 will boldly aver that where 
there is a congeniality of sentiment, and a susceptibility of 
feeling, there is no happiness equal to that which the wedded 
pair enjoys. I, Mr. Editor, can spealt, or rather write, feel- 
ingly, for I have now been married upwards of fifteen years, 
and though I have not claimed the reward of a flitch of 
bacon, yet I have never had one serious dispute—the bosom 
of my wife is the repository for all my secrets; she is the 
sharer of my sorrows, and the heightener of my joys; and 
in her society I seem to have a foretaste of that happiness 
which is promised as the reward of virtue in a future world. 

When I say that we have never had a serious dispute, 
Ido not mean to infer that we have never differed in opi- 
nion ; but no animosity on either side has arisen because our 
sentiments did not accord ; each of us was always open to 
conviction, and the subject of our dispute coolly and calmly 
discussed. Different persons behold objects through a dif- 
ferent medium, I should feel a hearty contempt for that 
woman who to please the whim of a capricious husband, 
would allow black to be white, or like the tamed shrew, 
submissively acknowledge that the meridian sun was a mid- 
night moon. As your correspondent H.S. seemed to be 
apprehensive that the Old Bachelor’s description of his 
friend’s domestic grievances might deter others from enter- 
ing into the holy state, I have only to hope that the account 
of my own felicity will produce the contrary effects; and 
that the young people of the present age, instead of offering 
their sacrifices to the shrine of Plutus, will be led to Hymen’s 
altar by Minerva, and the God of Love. 


I am Sir, 
Your very Humble Servant, 
Benedict. 





————— 
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THE PEDESTRIAN. 





INTRODUCTION.—TO THE EDITOR. 
SIR, 

I SHALL not offer any < apology to you for assuming the 
humble character of a Pedestrian, as it is from that charac- 
ter that my fulure endeavours for the entertainment of your 
readers must be derived. I have often encountered inci- 
dents in a walk not altogether uninteresting; and I am of 
opinion, that a greater knowledge of mankind may be gain- 
ed by that healthful exercise than by any other means. I 
confess that I have frequently pitied those beings who suffer 
themselves to be shut up in close carriages, when it is in 
their power to exercise their limbs, and to breathe the fresh 
air free and unrestrained. The metropolis presents at all 
times a variety of amusing scenes. Wapping and Portland 
Place, Spitalfields and Hyd e Park Corner, St. Giles’s and 
Charing Cross, are situations where very different sorts of 
people may be observed, and very different kinds of enter- 
tainment obtained, From incidents which I have occasion- 
ally met with in my walks in and about the metropolis, it is 
my intention to select simple tales for the perusal of your 
fair readers; and that they may be deemed deserving of 
their approbation i is the earnest wish of, 

Sir, 
Your obedient servant, 
A PEDESTRIAN. 


NO. I. 


THE BALLAD- SINGER, 


As I was passing, a short time since, through a street in 
May Fair, in the course of one of my perambulations, I ob- 
served a female, who was singing before an area, in a voice 
so soft and plaintive, that my attention was irresistibly at- 
tracted by her melody, and 1 could not forbear advancing 
towards her. Her song was one that I bad often listened to 
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with a melancholy pleasure—Moulines Maria—but never 
had I heard the words so expressively uttered as at the pre- 
sent moment—she seemed to feel what she sung; and al- 
though her voice was soft and rather broken, the sounds 
(which came undisturbed, owing to the retired situation of 
the street) thrilled through my very heart, and excited sen- 
sations which I had never experienced before. Lad it not 
been for surrounding objects, and the appearance of the 
woman, IT could have fancied it was Maria herself. Yet, 
notwithstanding these circumstances in her favour, I confess 
that self-gratification, and not compassion, was my only mo- 
tive at that time for approaching her ; and the reason was, 
that I constdered her to be one of those common beggars 
that infest the streets of the metropolis to prey upon the 
compassion of well-disposed persons. They are a class of 
people who make benevolence a means of plunging into 
riot aud excess—and misery, a cloak to cover the eflects of 
drinkenness and sensuality; and who, either by exposing 
ihemselves in a disgustful manner to extort, or by feigned 
wretchedness to implore, donations, deprive the industrious 
poor of the aid which might otherwise be afforded them, 
as itis a well known fact, that the persons who are most de- 
serving of charity, which are those that endeavour to ren- 
der themselves of service to the community, are in general 
too diifident to ask it, but pine in obscurity for want of as- 
sistance to restore them to labour and consequent indepen- 
dence. There are a few who endeavour to barter sume 
little trifle for what is bestowed on them; such as laces, 
toys, cakes, or songs like this woman. For these I feel a 
little more compassion, but even in such cases, my contribu- 
tions never exceed a penny; and this was ihe sum which I 
had resolved to give the ballad-singer. As she extended 
her hand (with an humble curtsey) for the offering, I looked 
in her face, (hitherto concealed by a large bonnet that 
she wore), but how greatly was I surprised, to see the tears 
chasing each other down her pale and emaciated cheeks,— 
“ Good God!” exclaimed 1; “ do you cry and sing at the 
same time ?’—* Sir,” said she, “ I am singing to bury my 
husband.”—I started involuntarily back, and perhaps, in the 
whole course of my lite, I had never felt so acute a sensa- 
tion, as her words excited in me at that moment. 1 survey- 
02 














































Ss — 















er ete 66 Py Fe 
-- eit beeen vet 








116 THE LADYS MONTHLY MUSEUM. 








ol ther fom head fi to ese: her seathe were of the common 
sort, but extremely clean, as well as her person. Her face 
seemed the picture of an aching heart, and I confess that 
mine ached at the sight.—‘* Y ou astonish me by what you 
say,” cried I, after some time.—* And yet it is true, Sir,” 
replied she, “as I will convince you, if you will give me 
leave.” I should be glad to hear it,’ ’ cried I; * but this 
is no place for a conference.” —“ Sir,” said she, hesitating, 
“if you could condescend to step into my poor hovel, which 
is just by”——“ Say no more,” said I, interrupting her ;— 

“ T will attend you.” The poor woman, over, ‘joyed, led me 
to a garret in a wretched alley, where, upon a miserable 
truckle bed, lay three beautiful infants, devouring some 
broken victuals which were spread before them.—* These 
are my children, Sir,” cried the woman—* poor babes, what 
will become of them, now their dear father is dead ?’”— 
“ Trust in Providence,” said I, “ and be assured that you 
will never be forsaken.”-—“ I do, Sir,” replied the woman; 
“and I must endeavour to earn a bit of bread for them, 
though my heart aches now us if it would break ; but I have 
no time to sit at home and ery, and, perhaps, if I had, I 
might be more miserable than T am now.—But I forget that 
Lam detaining you all this while, therefore I will hasten to 
relate my little story. 

‘1 was born in Cornwall; my father rented a small 
tania under Sir George Siedman, (who has a very large 
estate In that county,) and by his industry he contrived to 
rear a family of five children in peace and prosperity. J 
was the youngest of all, and upon that account was kept at 
home more than the rest, who were sent out into the world 
in different stations to earn their livelihood. There I lived 
happy and contented till I was sixteen years of age, at which 
time Lady Stedman came to spend a few months in the 
country, and during her stay, she took so creat a liking to 
me, that she requested ny parents to let me return to town 
with her. They were for some time very unwilling to let 
me go, but were at last prevailed on by my entreaties, and 
the fear of disobliging so kind a friend as her ladyship.— 
When they first consented to my departure, my young heart 
bounded with joy; I looked forward to nothing but happi- 
ness; all that I had heard of London came afresh into my 
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head ; I talked of nine but my intended journey; | 

boasted to my companions of the ot aiety Which TE should en 

joy, and thought myself still happier when I found that the " 

envied me ; and as I talked of it all day, I dreamed of it ail 
night. My good parents and Lady ee endeavoured 
to repress my extravagant joy, by representing to me ne 
vices and follies which reiened i in the metropolis ; but, alas! 

my eyes were already fixed on a pleasing picture, and though 
I listened to them with attention, their suggestions had little 
weight against the ofisprings of my own fancy. At length 

the time for our departure artived ; it was in the close of 

the autumn, when the country was beginning to Ipse its 

beauty: nor would her ladyship have gone so early, had 
not Sir George been called to town by some import: int busi- 
ness which was to be debated in the House of Commons. 

The grief of my aged parents at parting was excessive ; they 

hung on me, and looked as though their hearts would break: 

and could I have staid with them at that moment, IT would 
willingly have forsaken all my bright prospects for the plea- 
sure of drying their tears. But I had decided my fate, and 
therefore I parted with them as well as I could; and I had 
managed to acquire tolerable composure by the time her 
ladyship was ready. Alas! I wish that I had never left my 
native village ; then would my days have been spent in calm 
content, and I might have had the satisfaction of cheering 
the declining age of my parents; but it is now too late to 
recal the past. ”__Here she stopped to wipe her eyes, which 
had borne ample evidence to the truth of her relation. —* | 
shall pass over, Sir,” continued she, “ my sensations on first 

entering London; they were such as [ suppose most young 
people feel who have never wandered from their rural home. 
I had the satisfaction to please her ladyship, and lived happy 
and contented in my situation for a few months, (excepting 
when my thoughts wandered into Cornwall,) till I first met 
my late hushand. He was allowed, Sir, to be a handsome 
man—I thought him more. He was good-tempered, and 
agreeable in his manners; and I suppose he liked me, for 
in a short time he told me as much, and in about six 
months after we were married. Lady Stedman wished us 
to have waited longer in hopes of better times, as he.was 
enly a journeyman bricklayer ; but youth is headstrong, and 
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we determined to marry valiant caring for consequences,— 
Her ladyship on this, as well as on all other occasions, was 
very good to me, aud at my request, wrote to acquaint my 
parents with what had happe ned: by the same channel (for 
none of us could write,) they sent their blessing to me and 
my hasband, and shortly after we received some bacon and 
other things from theni.—Dear, good souls! they always 
wished to see me happy. All this time, being blest with the 
inan of my choice, 1 thought myself as happy as possible ; 
and he never gave me reason to repent of what I had done. 
Thoughtless of the future, ‘and remembering only the pre- 
sent, we spent all that we got, and never th sought of laying 
any thing by for a rainy day. He was young, and fond of 
company, and [was the same; and for some ‘time we were 
2s happy as the day was long. Meanwhile my eldest boy 
was born, and the year following the little girl that you see 
yonder; and these, instead of diminishing, increased our 
happiness, although we were obliged to be more trugal than 
before. Still was Lady Stedman ine kind friend that she 
had rg been; aud [ confess that I had not a wish un- 
gratified, excepting that of visiting my parents. Wiy hus- 
band and I often talked of saving sufficient mone: v for me 
to undertake the journey; but, ‘ala is! if was only talking ; 
and since the hour that I first left ny native villages with 
her ladyship, I have never seen them. About ten months 
since, my last child was born, and our increasing family in- 
creased our dithiculties; our gains were not lareer than 
when we were without children, and we had now many 
more ways to dispose of them, Lady Stedman had always 
blamed us tenderly for being so gay, and had exhorted us 
to be frugal, but, I shame | to say, without effect ; und we 
had now much ado to make both ends meet, without laying 
any thing by. Still we were satished : and I am sure I 
should never have repined while my dear husband was con- 
tented.” Here her tears began io flow afresh; but she 
constrained herself to appear composed, while she precced- 
ed:—* Three days since my misery began; my poor hus- 
band fell from the top of a very high scaflolding, and was 
killed on the spot.—Excuse my dw elling upon it, Sir,” cried 
she; “ but indeed it is more than I can bear.” Here she 
was again obliged to stop; but after a while continued : — 
1 
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« Jt happened on Monday—we hed on holiday waking 
on the Sunday—and after my first violent grief was a little 
over, I found that one shilling was all that I possessed in the 
world. I thought 1 should have died, when I made the 
discovery ; but the sight of my children brought to miy re- 
membrance the duty which T had to dise harge towards 
them; so I determined to struggle against my afilictions for 
their sake. The sobs of the infants at the sight of their poor 
mangled father, when they discovered that he was de: aud, 
went t through my very heart, and I was obliged to have the 
remains of all that I loved laid in a cellar. I was long un- 
determined what course to pursue to get a bit of bread, (as 
I had no one to apply to for any assistance,) when I re col- 
lected, at length, that Lady Stedman used to like to hear 
me sing, which made me resolve to pursue that line of life 
in. which you discovered me this afternoon.” Here she 
finished her simple narrative, which, with the manner of the 
recital, had interested my feelings very strongly. “ But what 
is the reason,” said I, (after a pause,) «that: you did not ap- 
ply to Lady Stedman in your distress?”-—-“ I forgot to tell 
you, Sir,” replied she, “ that the family are in Cornwall, 
and are not expected in London for three months or more. 
Alas! had that good lady been in town, I should not have 
wanted a friend. 7s Nor shall you want a friend as it is,” 
cried I; “ only let me know what are your wishes for the 
future, and I will assist you to the utmost of my power.’--- 
The poor woman’s gratitude cannot be described; it was 
without bounds, After her transports were a little subsided, 
I found, that to lay her husband decently in the ground, and 
to retire to her parents in Cornwall, were the extent of her 
desires. With the assistance of a friend I was enabled to 
fulfil my promise to her; and being on the eve of an excur- 
sion into Devonshire, I determined to accompany her and her 
children into Cornwall. Here I had the heartfelt satisfac- 
tion of seeing her restored to her affectionate parents and 
beneficent frienda. Her children were delighted at the 
change; the country restored their health and vigour, and 
furnished them with inexhaustible amusements. The pa- 
rents seemed to have renewed their youth in the sight of 
their daughter; they sympathized with her in her sorrows, 
and with the soothing voice of pity, poured a balm into her 
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woutiel heart. The worthy Sir George and his lady « en- 
joyed the happiness which must always spring from benevo- 
lence and virtue; and I had the satisfaction of gaining their 
friendship, and (after a delightful excursion,) of leaving my 
poor ballad-singer much restored to health and spirits.—- 
The loss of a beloved husband will hang heavy at her heart 
for a considerable time; but the affection of her parents, 
the fond endearments of her children, and the soothing voice 
of friendship, must after a time heal her sorrows, and re- 
store her to happiness little inferior to that which she enjoy: 
ed before her ill-fated journey to the metropolis. 

ARMINE. 





THE RUIN OF THE ROCK; 
A FRAGMENT. 
Fate sits on these dark battlements, 


And, as the portals open to receive me, 
Speaks of a nameless deed. 


“LOVERS, least of all people, ought to be dilatory,” cried 
Don Cavallo, yawning.—* | acknowledge it;” returned 
Don Pedro, “ but could I avoid the delay ? could I help 
the death of the old grandee, my uncle? and would you 
have had me left him and his doubloons to disappear by 
themselves? [am sure you would have thought the money 
at least worth looking after; and if you “had sufficient 
honesty, you would confess that, in a like situation, you 
would have acted as I did. Then, could I foresee that the 
inclemency of the weather would force us to stop by the 
way? which, by the bye, was your own proposal.” “ Well, 
well,” returned the other, “ you need say no more: for I 
have a notion that we shall arrive as soon as the lady now; 
this stormy weather must have delayed her as well as us.— 
But I would the wind did not drive these hail-stones against 
us so; they are like cannon-balls, and upon the heath will 
take as much effect upon us, I am-afraid; without we can 
find some place to retire to for shelter.” Travellers,” in- 
terrupted Don Pedro, “ must endure all things ;—for my 
part, TI should neither care for my own welfare or thine, 
could I be assured, that Elvira was in safety—but, in such 
hurricanes as these, the vessel may be lost, or driven upon 
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rocks, and the passengers perish ; and with them my Jong 
hoped for liappine ss. While such reflections haunt me, 
every blast of wind strikes more forcibly to my heart, than 
it can possibly do to your skin.” “ It will strike to my 
heart too, before long,” replied Cavallo, “ without T can 
get out of the way—would | had some strong Madeira to 
keep it out- —nevertheless, lL wish as much for the ; satety of 
Elvira as yourself: St. Nicholas preserve her—and 1 would 
that something would preserve me, before I am beaten to a 
mummy, by these plaguy hail-stones—could we but see an 
old castle now, such as we took shelter in before.”— Wish 
and have,” returned Don Pedro; “ If I mistake not, there is 
one before us.— Now I see it again, as the lightning gleams 
against the battlements; therefore let us hasten to it.” 
They now spurred their mules towards the place; but a 
thick underwood, which surrounded the castle, soon com- 
pelled them to alight, and pursue their way on foot. Hay- 
ing fastened their mules to a stake in the ‘best manner that 
they could, they endeavoured to proceed ; but, owing to the 
rough aad uneven way, Which entangled their fect, they 
made bat a slow progress: and only by the lightning could 
they discover that they had not strayed from the place that 
they were in pursuit of. Perseverance, however, brought 
them to the court- yard of the castle; and time had over- 
thrown many obstacles which, in the unmutilated state of 
the mansion, would have opposed an effectual barrier to 
their progress, Are there any inhabitants of this place, 
l wonder,” cried Don Cavallo, raising the inassy knocker, 
‘Twill try.” The loud and solemn report of the knoe ker, 
as it reverberated through the hollow passages of the build. 
ing, impressed them with awe and dread. They waited 
some minutes in silence. It isnot reasonable,” at length, 
cried Don Pedro, “ to suppose that this desolated ruin con- 
lains any inhabitants, unless they are pirates or plunderers, 
in which case we may endanger our lives by gaining admis- 
sion, even if it were possible ; which I think is much to be 
do ubted.” Hazardous or dangerous,” returned Cavallo, 
‘Tam determined to make the attempt; but you may 
choose whether you will accompany me OF not, for this 
dreadful weather I will not bea ar if | ean avoid it.” “ Tam 
deterinined not to forsake you, ’ replied the other; ‘ ihere- 
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fore 7 us iene our sW obs ae prepare ro the worst t that 
may happen.” ‘They now endeavoured to force the door, 
but without effect; its strength defied their united efforts, 
and the attempt was productive only of lassitude and fatigue. 
In vam they surve ‘yed the time-worn edifice—the windows 
were lofty, ‘beyond their power to reach, and secured with 
bars of iron; nor did there appear to be any breaches in the 
walls sufficiently low for them to enter by. On one side of 
the castle was a long terrace, which overhung the sea; from 
whence, when the lightning permitted, they surveyed the 
batising with the most scrutinizing attention, but in vain; 
no inlet appeared, through which they could possibly effect 
a passage. “ Would I knew that Elvira were in safety,” 
cried Pedro, sighing; “ with what violence the waves dash 
against these walls; their hollow roaring appears to me as 
if it were to announce the destruction of my hopes, and | 
see in imagination the pale form of my Elvira calling on her 
lover to rescue her from a watery death.”—*“ Hold,” ex- 
claimed Cavallo, “ Iam sure I saw a light on the west side 
of the building.” The light was now distinctly visible to 
both. Inspired with fresh hopes, they halloed as loud as 
possible, in hopes to gain admittance; but the loud roaring 
of the winds rendered the sound inaudible long before it 
reaclied that part of the building, and they were again com- 
pelled to desist from their attempts. Wearied at length 
with their fruitless endeavours, they resolved to return to 
their mules, and try to pursue their journey in defiance of 
the storm; when in hastening along the terrace, Cavallo 
stumbled, and, in endeavouring to recover himself, fell 
against a small door, hitherto concealed by a thick ivy from 
their view, which burst open, and precipitated him upon the 
floor of a room in the castle. Fortunately he received no 
hurt from his fa!l, and Pedro hastening to join him, they 
surveyed the apartment with mingled sensations of satisfac- 
tion and dread. It appeared to have been a private way to 
the terrace from the suite of apartments which occupied 
that side of the building. They determined to proceed ; 
and passing through the apartment, they entered an exten- 
sive room, which seemed formerly to have been a state bed- 
chamber. The walls were hung with tapestry, which, now 
damp and decayed, hung in tatters round the room; the 
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subject was a battle of a detac hunenl of alenhs aginst a 
Moorish banditti; and, as they passed along, the supersti- 
tion which the gloom inspired seemed to vive the figures 
animation as though they were starting from the walls to 
menace the intruders. The furniture and bed were fast fal- 
ling to decay, and every part of the room, which displ: wed 
the most stately magnificence of former days, wore the ap- 
pearance of desolation and destruction. They advanced 
cautiously, fearful of the sound even of their own steps, 
taking care to leave the doors open through which they 
passed, to favour their retreat in case of neces sity. LL ight 
they bad no means of obtaining, but the storm at times ili 
minated the apartments, and azain plunged them into utter 
darkness. They now entered an ante-room, through which 
they passed into a grand saloon; but, like the other, its 
graudeur had fallen to decay. They trod lightly across it, 
and were preparing to pass into the next, when a vio ent 
burst from one part of the room which they were quitting, 
made them return as hastily as possible ; but ere the y gain- 
ed the opposite door, a violent gust of wind, which flew 
along the passages, suddenly closed all the doors through 
which they had passed, with a tremendous noise, which 
seemed to shake the whole fabric to its foundation, In 
vain did they attempt to unclose the door ; it resisted their 
utmost efforts, and they were obliged fearfully to re linquish 
their design. ‘They therefore placed themselves with a des- 
perate resolution against it, and determined to defe ‘nd them- 
selves against their “concealed enemy. ‘The noise still conti- 
nued ; Gavallo’s heart sunk within him, and Don Pedro 
almost forgot Elvira under his present fears. It increased 
trom the same corner of the room, and with it their alarins, 
ull, by a violent flash of lightning, they beheld the draperies 
of a curtain gradually rise, after a violent flapping, and an 
owl flew across the apartment. “ And is this ail that has 
frightened us,” cried Cavallo, “ I protest I thought St. 
Nicholas had left me to the mercy ot robbers ; but I am 
glad to find that his saintship has been more merciful.” 
“ Do not be too sanguine;” rejoined Don Pedro, “ we 
had much difficulty to get into the castle, and we may have 
as much difficulty to get out again; and of the two evils I 
should think that much the worst; we have therefore nothing 
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to do but te proceed in prenrs of a way out, and if St. 
Nicholas would but guide us in this emergency, I would 
ever afier acknowledze my obligations to him.” “ On- 
ward, then,” cried Cavallo; “ here is another state apart- 
ment, cousin german to the last; but I hope it will not be 
found to contain such uneivil mmhabitants.”  “ Behold ano- 
ther room of the same family,” cried Pedro, “ excepting 
that it is cloathed differently : its garments are of cedar, you 
perceive.” “ Yes,” re ‘turued Cavallo, “ and I doubt not 
but those tai, contain plenty of secret passages about 
this castle; would that we could find one that would lead 
us to the outside of these gloomy walls. Vil clink them, 
and try if they are hollow.”  “ Hush, ” cried the other, 
“ surely I heard a noise.” They listened, and with equal 
astonishment and horror heard, distinetly, sounds at some 
distance, like the screaming of one in distress, which the 
fear of Cavallo interprete d into the yells of evil spirits. 
« Let us proceed ;” said Pedro, undauntedly, “ this mys- 
tery shall be unravelled, if human power can effect it; come 
on, then, my friend, the lightning will guide us, and Tam 
determined to follow the direction of the noise, let the con- 
sequence be what they may.” “ St. Nicholas protect us ; 
cried Cavallo, following, “ for I confess that I feel no desire 
to encounter either ghosts or assassins.” With resolute 
courage Pedro rashed forwards, and was followed by his 
more lively, vet less undaunted companion, till they reached 
the creat entrance-hall. Here they paused, uncertain which 
way to pursue; besides the passage from which they had 
entered, three others presented themselves to their view, 
and a grand staircase ; nor could they form any idea which 
of them could lead to the sounds which they had so recently 
heard. “ My opinion is,” cried Cavallo, “ that we had 
better try to walk quietly out of this door, without setting 
out on a wild-goose chase we neither know where nor for 
what—perhaps after all to be frightened by an owl again.” 

‘ T confess that | am much of your opinion,” returned Don 
Pedro, “so let us proceed to draw back these bolts without 
loss of time.” Like many other things, however, this was 
easier talked of than done—the bolts and locks, rusted by 
time and neglect, refused to move; and after exhausting 
their united strength upon the attempt, they were obliged to 
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rare it in duane. as My eile is fled,” cried 
Cavallo; “ I will procee «dno further. this night, but. st: iv 
here till the moraing light shall have brightened these 
eloomy passages.” “ You may stay then by yourself,” 
replied Pedro, “ for, by St. Nicholas, this cold) marble 
pavement chills my very heart sand 1 am convine ed, that to 
stand here another hour, m: WW be the death of us both; vet 
I confess that I cannot decide how to proceed.”——In ‘vain 
did they endeavour to fix upon a plan for their future con- 
duct. [rresolution had deprived them of half their courage, 
and they stood in a state of listless anxiety, till a dismal toll 
on the eastle-bell roused them from their inactivity to a 
recollection of their dreadful situation. A violent noise 
similar to the former succeeded, but for a longer time : and 
the castle bell again tolled deeply at intervals for some mi- 
nutes. With a desperate resolution they again rushed for- 
ward through one of the passages. All was silent, dark, 
and gloomy—the lightning had ceased, and the moon’s 
feeble light scarcely illumined the dusky paths which they 
now explored. A erated door soon arrested their further 
progress, but vielded to their endeavours, and discovered a 
passage similar to the former, A piercing shriek, which 
reverberated through the echoing vaults of the ruin, fixed 
them horror-struck to their places—it was repeated faintly 
several times. Still undaunted, Pedro rushed forward, tol- 
lowed by his friend. Another passage suc ‘ceeded still 
they proceeded onwards—and still were their souls harrow- 
ed alo st to distraction by the tolling of the dreadful bell. 
As I live there ts a “Hight,” cried Cavallo. “ Hush,” 
wes! the other; “ tread softly.” With light footsteps 
and beating hearis they pursued a lambent flame, which 
seemed to move along the distant extremity of the passage ; 
When, as they were hoping to approac h it, it suddenly disap- 
peared, and jeft them in utter darkness. Gropmg their Waly 
with their swords the y carefully proceeded, till the stumbling 
of Pedro, who was foremost, convinced the m, that the pas- 
suge terudnabed 7 ina flight of steps. They hesitated a few 
hioments, whether to proceed or to go back; but wonder 
and a strong impulse of contending passions, determined 
them to chuse the former. While dese ending the stairs the 
shrieks were succeeded by a loud laughing, which seemed 
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more like to rejoicings of evil spirits pre of any human 
beings; but the direction from which the sound proceeded, 
convinced them that they were approaching the object of 
their search, ‘The steps were of considerable extent, but 
mutilated and broken, and terminated in one of the vaults 
ot the castle. This vault seemed to lead to others of the 
same description, and with mingled wonder and dread they 
again beheld the ret flection of a light against the side of the 
cavern.—They proceeded onws ards to another ; ; the light was 
more distinct, aud they found that it beamed through a 
chasm from the adjoining cave. Some luge masses of rock 
which were strewed on the floor, enabled Don Pedro to 
raise himself up so as to look into the adjoining cavern; but 
what could describe his terror and astonishment, w hen he 
beheld, by the faint and uncertain light of a lamp which was 
suspended from the ceiling, a newly dug grave, by the side 
of which was a spade and a inatloc k, aud a shroud lay ata 
small distance. While yet he gazed, the castle bell again 
tolled—a faintness seized him, and he was obliged to lean 
against the side of the cave to prevent himself from falling. 
Cavallo, who perceived his disorder, was in but little better 
condition, although he was ignorant of the cause. Again 
Pedro raised himself up to behold the soul-harrowing scene, 
which was increased by the appearance of a figure moving 
along in the gloom of the dungeon, The shrieks were 
again renewed more violently than ever, and Pedro beheld 
thie figure glide into some more distant apartment. “I will 
proceed,” cried he to Cavallo, “to the unravelment of this 
mnystery, though death should follow the attempt.” They 
retreated to another cave towards the left, and to their 
astonishment discovered an outlet which led to the sea 
beach. “St. Nicholas, be praised,” cried Cavallo, “let us 
hasten to escape ; for never did my heart jump about so as 
it does at this moment.” ‘ Not so;” replied the other, so- 
lemnly, “ my mind is roused up to a pitch, which will not 
permit me to leave this place ungratilied ; and I cannot re- 
solve to quit this mysterious abode, without penetrating 
farther: a secret impulse, which I cannot account for, im- 
pels me to the search, and it shall be made. Yet let me go 
alone ; never shall my rashness bring my friend into danger 
—rsemain, therefore, here ; and if I live, I will return to yor 
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in half an : ee? “ Wr rong wat my iiend ship si sO nach,” 
returned Cavallo, earnestly, “as to believe me c capable of 
deserting you in the hour of danger, Whatever m: ty be the 
perils of the enterprise, yet I am determined to share them; 
nor shall persuasion induce me to rescind my resolution.” 
« Arm yourself with courage then,” cried Pedro, advanci ing, 
“and fear nothing.” A brighter light gleamed on one side 
of the cave which “they now entered, and they perceived an 
opening into the adjoining cavern, With cautious steps they 
crossed the vault, and placed themselves in a situation so as 
to observe the interior; nor could any sight have interested 
their feelings in a higher degree, than the one which they 
now belield.—A lady on her knees before two ruflians, seem- 
ed to implore their pity. “I have already given you all 
that I am possessed of,” cried she, in supplicating accents, 
“ T have no more.” “ We know ii, pretty lady,” returned 
one of the villains, “ but we must not leave you the power 
to hang us for our plunder—fortune seldom sends us such 
a booty, and we must guard against even possibilities, and 
not stand the chance of having ittaken away from us again; 
you must therefore prepare to die—the grave is already dug, 
the bell has been tolled to answer a double purpose (since it 
would be sure to deter every one from approaching the 
place), and a sbroud is ready ‘at hand, so that you will have 
the satisfaction of being buried in a decent manner.” “ And 
have you then saved me from a watery grave,” continued 
the lady, “to murder me on shore? better ‘that I had perish- 
ed with my companions, and that the sea had received me, 
than to be preserved only to die a more cruel death by the 
bands of rathans.” We should have got nothing by that 
though,” cried the villain; ‘but come, we have no time for 
parleying, so prepare for death, Sancho, count out those 
ducats, while I sharpen this sword a bit.” “ Oh, Pedro, 
Pedro,” cried the lady, with streaming eyes, ‘where are 
vou now!” =‘ Who?” “cried the rufiian, tearing off her veil. 
*‘ Heavens! ’tis Elvira herself,” cried Don Pedro, rushing 
forward, and springing upon the ruttian, while Cavallo at 
the same moment seized the other, and afier a long struggle, 
as the ruftian was unarmed, succeeded in fastening him to 
the wall so effectually, as to deprive him of all further exer- 
tion, with some ropes which were lying on the ground. He 
then hastened to the assistance of Don Pe dro, who main- 
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tained an obstinate battle - the other ; andi in consequence 
of his opponent being well armec d, and desperate with rage 
and disappointment, had to support a skilful atiack, which 
might have terminated fatally, had not the assassin’s sword 
breaking, laid him at the mercy of the conqueror, ‘And 
is it Pedro then,” cried Elvira, ‘ who has thus a me 
what fatality dential thee so opportunely to my assistance 
O my eood Cavallo too; but sav what chance can have 
conducted you to this dreary abode.” “ You shall know 
all,” cried Don Pedro, and proceeded thus... . . . 
ARMINE, 
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LE MELANGE. 
NO. VII. 


ONE afternoon, Se the Countess 
of ——-_———, andl a veteran officer, were walking in that 
part of the demesne next the road amen Coventry; > a small 
brook ran by the road, upon the bank of which sat a wea- 
ried soldier, who was takizg water with his hat from the 
stream, and cayerly drinking it: the offcer instantly es- 
claimed---“ There is an object tor your ladyship’s benevo- 
lence; send your servant to the house for a cup of beer for 
this poor fe How.”--- Good Heavens! Colonel,” replied her 
ladyship, “ do you tmagine f brew my drink tor such fel- 
lows?) You may as weil a-k ine, why 1] do not put up a 
sign ?--- And if vou did, madam, it would not disgrace 
you: I mean, the sign of Charity. However, 1 must do 
my daty,” continued the Colonel, walking out of the gate, 
and giving the soldier half-a-crown.---€ You had always a 
soft heart, ¢ ‘olonel,” replied her ladyship, with a sneer, on 
his return.---“* Verv likely, madam,” returned he; “ and I 
hope T shall never be such a fvol, or such a villain, to part 
with it for a Lard one.” 
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THE REMONSTRANCE, 

(From a Lady, whose personal charms had been much impaired by the 
small po x, cocusuig her former admirer of neglect.) 

SOON as the glow of hcaith return'’d, 

My care-worn spirits to renew, 

Again my taithtul bosom burn'd 

With fond attachment, Charles, for yous 
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To blighting sickness long a prey, 

A feeble victim Mary lay ; 

Yet ev'ry thought, and sigh would be 
Uprais'd to Heav’n, in prayer for thee. 


Then, when to meet my love I fiv, 

Why droops thy head in silent. woe ? 

—Ah! love ne’er taught that mournful sigh! 
Ah! joy ne'er bade those tears to tlow! 


What sorrow can thy bosom bear, 
That Mary wiil not giadly share? 
From painful doubt then set me free, 
Nor wound a heart that dvats on thee. 


THE REPLY. 


That Mary to my soul was dear, 

Each look, each word, each action shew'd : 
Nor did I doubt the fame sincere 

With which my ardent bosom glow'd. 


Thy blooming cheek, thy sparkling eyes, 
Tiy tace, of ev'ry charm combiu'd, 
First wou—then taught me how to prize 
The equal beauties of thy mind. 


Rut, ah! the fatal storm was nigh, 

On that sweet tace its pow'r to wreak ; 
To chace the fire that fill'd thine eye, 
The rose that blossoni’d on thy cheek. 


The beanteous wreck with grief I view'd, 
That awed and chill'd my trembling frame ; 
And as the spark of love renew'd, 

A tear from Pity check’d the flame. 





Ir was a beautiful turn, given by a great lady, who being 
asked where her husband was, when he lay concealed, for 
faving been deeply concerned in a conspiracy, resolutely 
answered, that she had hidden him. This confession caused 
her to be brought before the governor, who told her, that 
nothing but confessing where she had hidden him could save 
her from the torture. “ And will that do?’ said she.-- 
“ Yes,” replied the governor; “ I will pass my word for 
your safety on that condition.”---‘ Then,” said she, “ I have 
hid him in my heart, where you may find him.” ‘This sur- 
prising answer charmed her enemies. 
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LINES 
FEXTEMPORE ON THE ISLE OF WIGHT. 
THY changing weather's like a modish wife, 
Thy winds and rains for ever at a strife ; 


So-—'T'ei macant, awhile her thunder tries, 
And when she can no longer scold—she cries. 





PRIDE FREQUENTLY KEEPS US IN IGNORANCE. 


A Perstan philosopher being asked, by what method 
he had acquired so much knowledge, answered, “ By not 
being prevented by shame from asking questions when I 
Was ignorant.” 


INTERESTING ACCOUNT OF THE PRESENTATION GF THE SWORD 
BY HIS SICILIAN MAJESTY TO LORD NELSON. 


WitH the dukedom of Bronte, his Sicilian Majesty a!so 
presented Lord Nelson with a sword, most magnificently 
enriched with diamonds, said to be worth 60,000 - ducats.--- 

tT; It, however, derived additional value from the anecdcte at- 
1B ht tending it. Charles HI. on bis departure for Spain, pre- 

} sented this sword to the King of Naples, saying, as lie 
| gave it, ** With this sword I conquered the kingdom, which ' 
: I now resign to you; it ought in future to be possessed by 
1 the first defender of the same, or by him who iestored it to 
b you, in case it should ever be lost.” Lord Nelson musi 
have feit the full force of the compliment conveyed by such 
a present. 





AGH \ 

ied] H WHEN the Turks came to raise the sieve of Buda, there 

ay was amongst the German Captains a nobleman, called Ec- 

he f kius Rayschacheus, whose sun, a valiant young gentleman, 

ti having got out of the army without his father’s knowledge, 
7 behaved so gallantly in fight against the enemy in the sight 


ed of all men, and especially of his father, who knew bn 
not atall; vet betore he could clear hisself, he w23 com- 
passed in bv the ene my, and, valiantly fighting, slaia. Rays- 
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| | of his father and of the army, that he was highly conenend 
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chacheus, comnaliindy moved with the ‘on ath of so brave a 
man, ignorant how near it touched himself, turning about to 
the other captains, said: “ This worthy geatleman, whoever 
he be, deserves eternal commendation, and to be most ho- 
nourably buried by the whole army, 

As the rest of the captains were wilh like compassion ap- 
proving his speech, the dead body of the unfortunate son 
was presented to the most miserable fathe ry Which caused all 
them that were present to shed tears; but such a sudden 
and inward grief surprised the aged father, and strack so to 
his heart, that, efter he had stood a while speechless, wath 
his eyes set in his head, he fell down dead! 








OnE of the Neapolitans (pity bis name as well as coun- 
try is not remembered,) being busily employed in a field 
year the sea, and his wife at some distance from lim, the 
woman was seized upon by some Moorish pirates, who came 
on shore to prey upon all they could lind. Upon his return, 
not finding his wife, and perceiving a suip that lay at an- 
chor not far off, conjecturing the matter as it was, he threw 
limself into the sea, and swam up to the ship, when, calling 
to the captam, he told him, that he was come because he 
would follow his wife. Ile feared not the barbarism of the 
enemies of the Christian faith, nor the miseries those slaves 
endure, that are thrust imto places where they labour at the 
oar---his love overcame all these. 

The Moors were full of admiration at the courage of the 
man, for they had seen some of his countrymen rather 
choose death than to endure so hard a loss ef their liberts Y; 
and at their return, they told the whole of thus story to the 
hing of Tunis, who, moved with the relation of so greal a 
love. , gave him and his wife their freedom, and the man was 
made by his command one of the soldiers of his life-guard, 
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DEBATES FOR THE LADIES. 
NO. Ill. 


QurstTion.—Are works of imagination to be condemned as inju- 
rions to the mind of youth ; or encouraged as the vehicle of equal 
amusement aid instruction ? 


Mr. MEANWELL, PRESIDENT. 


YOU have now before you, gentlemen, a question of the 
utmost importance to the fair sex, and it isnot to be doubted 
that every lady present feels herself warmly interested in 
the discussion. I therefore trust you will not suffer any illi- 
beral prejudice to bias your decision, but candid ly state the 
advantages and disadvantages resulting from the perusal of 
works of imagination: tie “general cry is against them ot 
this T am well aware, but in my Own opinion miuch may be 
said in their defence; but Iam no orator, therefore must 
leave it to others to determine, whether my opinion is 
founded on error or not. 


Mr. CAvIL. 


I CANNOT but express my surprise, that a gentleman of 
Mr. Meanwell’s understanding and experience should ad- 
vance a syllable in favour of such pernicious publicatious 
as novels, romances, or even dramatic pieces, the injurious 
tendency ef which is daily brought before us, in striking 
colours. When women have leisure from their domestic 
occupations to read, let ibeir minds be employed and im- 
proved by the perusal of such works as are calculated to 
teach the most important duties of life, and not satiate the 
imagination with ridiculous fabrications which cuervate the 
faculties and inculcate a thousand absurdities. A novel- 
reading Miss, is now a compound of couaceit and affectation 
—every man who offers her a common civility is ure lered 
a lover, and every pert ciattering girl she meets wiilt is a 
contidential friend ;—it is also necessary that a heroine 
should be accomplished, and, in consequence, every art is 
tried to induce the weak parents to fool away money on 
music, dancing, &e. which might be better employed in pro- 
curing the real comferts of lite; and these misplaced indul- 
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gencles too imate hele ruin n and misery into creditable 
families; nor 1s the evil confined only to the middling sphere 
of life. The great are subject to its influences, and many of 
the follies they commit may be ascribed to the suggestions 
of romance. The lovely and ac complished daughter of a 
peer witnesses the representation of Love in a Viilage: she 
returns home filled with a variety of new impressions: her 
father’s gardener happens to be a comely voung man: her 

inexperienced fancy immediately converts him into a Mea- 
dows; she doubts not that he is a gentleman disguised, and 
setting decorum (by her termed pre pe at defiance, rea 
dily elopes with the Knave of Spades !—This, though a 
lamentable instance e, is not the only one which aie be 
brought to prove the dangerous effects of such works; I 
should weary your patience were I to enuinerate all that 
have occurred within my own knowledge; let those who will 
assert the contrary, I persist in atlirmi ug that such produc- 


tions cause all the indiscretions of youth. 
Mr. YOUNGHUSBAND. 


1 AM concerned to hear my friend Cavil treat this sub- 


ject with so much asperity; for my own part, though not 


wholly a friend to the novel-rea: ling or novel-writing tribe, 
I camiot presume to coudemn them in tue avuresate, 
Levity, in my opivion, is a weed which springs x apse 
in every soil; we find it in its most noxious st: 
illiterate, whose minds cannot have been saci by ihe 
pursuits alluded to, For my part, 1 think the perusal of 
those amusing little volumes is a harmless retaxation from 
the fatiguing studies which the serious promoters of morality 
would reconimend ; they give a delicacy of sentiment and a 
propriety of nanner, conspicuous among our fair country- 
women. [ consider that such reading ts to the mind what 
dancing is to the body; it gives the polish of grace and 
elezance, which would otherwise be wanting ; a mere do- 
mestic drudge is disgusting to a man of sense, ‘anda pedantic 
woman would be intolerable to a man of taste It ‘is true, 
that a weak mind is easily misled; but | consider the fault 
as radical, and neither promoted nor encouraged by works 
which were never known to injure a woman possessed of a 
natural good understanding. All that grossness and vul- 
arity found in other countries among the middle ranks of 
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life, are here seldom met with; and it is to the encourage. 
nent of such publications that I ascribe this pleasing supe- 
rivrity in the English female; nor can I hear the authors of 

such works reflected upon with calmness, while a Mrs. Opie 
contributes her talenis to the amusement and instruction of 
her sex. Among literary women there are innumerable pat- 
terns of domestic merit. To distinguish them individually, 
would perbaps be injustice towards those with whom I am 
unacquainted ; suffice it that I believe among all who have 
entered the lists of literary fame, one only has been publicly 
branded with ignominy. 





CAPTAIN RATTLE. 


I HAVE but little to offer on this subject, yet that little 
must be advanced in favour of this darling pursuit of the 
ladies. To my mind this sort of light reading has its advan- 
tages ; it takes from women all that gloom and heaviness 
which graver subjects would naturally excite ; it gives them 
a sprightliness of thought and a facility of expression parti- 
culurly agreeable ; and though it may i some instances oc- 
casion a degree of false seusibility, it is in my idea far pre- 
ferable to the dull formality which might otherwise be found 
in its place. I have myself found pleasure i in the perusal of 
these fancied events, and have in very few instances met 
with such as I would not willingly place in the hands of wite 
or daughter. | My heart has glowed, and emulation has fired 
my breast, at recollection of the exploits of Thaddeus. My 
impetuous passions have been checked by the example of a 
Zeluco, and my fopperies corrected by the keen irony of 
Gil Blas; in short, recollection will not now furnish me 
with the several instances in which I have derived advantage, 
even from a modern novel. 


Mr. PLAcID. 


My young fiiend has as usual skimmed this subject with 
his usual good-nature ; his froth may be pleasing; he has 
not yet tasted the bitter dregs of reflection; he has never 
known the misery of a parent, who beheld a young and 
lovely danghter growing up with the promise of every per- 
fection, snatched from his fostering arms in an unexpected 
hour, ruined, disgraced, and abandoned, the wretched victnn 
of licentiousness, and her own misplaced sensibility. Such 
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an baatiaane “on I witnesse d, or ry a fate attended the 
only child of a worthy farmer in my neighbourhood. Ask 
him the cause of his calamity, and he will reply, “ Novels, 
cursed novels: Maria, filled with enthusiastic sentiments, 
mistook a libertine fur a hero, and has discovered her error 
tuo late—perish all false varnish! What avails it that the 
manners are polished, the language refined, if the under- 
standing is deluded, and the heart drawn from its duties. 
The rustic beauty of Maria might have passed unheeded, 
had not this baneful elegance been grafted on the stock; an 
honest peasant might have taken her to his arms, and cheer- 
ful industry promoted their happiness; but Maria’s readinz 
improved her taste; she saw man not as he is, but as he 
should be; she now pays dear for the delusion, and in mo- 
wents of reflection, depiores the hour which first established 
a circulating library at B—-. Maria is now in London, 
mingling with those ‘unhappy creatures whose miseries must 
draw a sigh from every feeling breast; who, like her, have 
been the victims, not of licentious man alone, but of their 
own weakness and credulity. 


Mr. MEANWELL. 


THE picture you have Just drawn, Sir, has given a turn 
lo my ideas, thouch it has uot entirely brought conviction 
with it. I avree that much mi: schiet may be done by the 
works in question ; but I still persist in thinking with Mr. 
Younghusband, that weak minds only are liable to this per- 
version. It would be an insult to the sex to say, that the 
weak minded are the majority; IT even think dif rently, anid 
therefore cannot allow the evil to bave such extensive in- 


fluence as you would infer; and [ must still declare myself 


an advocate for works in which virtue is ever painted iu ithe 
most alluring garb, in which every incident teuds to enforce 
propriety of conduct, and even draws patterns of pertec!ion 
too great for imitation. It is true, that you and Mr. Cavil 
bave brought forward alarming instances of the danger to 
be apprehended ; but { much doubt whether Maria would 
not have been guilty of some indiscretion, had she never 
read a novel; aud Miss disgraced her family even 

though she had never seen a play. My experience has been 
nore fortunate. I have seen women who both read and write 
bovels, eminent in the practice of every virtue, and capable 
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of the noblest energies, the most exalted sentiments, chaste 
while single, faithful wives, tender mothers, and prudent 
economists. Shall we then condemn the mass on account 
of a few exceptions, or ungenerously decry works of fancy 
because a few are frivolous or immoral ? No—let us rather 
exert our influence to encourage genius, and contribute to 
the innocent amusement of our fair countrywomen ; let us 
not compel cur children to read by stealth, consequently 
jndiscriminately whatever trash may fall in their way, but 
rather, by indulging this favorite pursuit, correct their taste, 
and teach them to discriminate properly, thereby counter- 
acting Whatever ill effects might otherwise arise from perusing 
Works Of Imagiiation. 


As no one opposed Mr. Meanwell, the decision was made 
in favour of novel-reading wider proper restrictions, and the 
question put for the next debate, viz. 

‘* Would it not be more just to respect, rather than ridicule, that 
tlass ui females, distinguisued by the appellation of Old Maids ?” 


Cabinet of Fashion, 
WITH ELEGANT COLOURED PLATES. 


fic. 1. Mantle of fawn coloured Kersimere, trimmed 
with white velvet; Bonnet of velvet, ornamented with 
black. : 

Vic. 2. Pelisse of puce coloured Silk, trimmed round 
the neck and down the front with white lace; Bonnet same 
colour as Pelisse. 

Fic. 3. Dress of fine Muslin; Sleeves of white Sattin; 
Sash tied in front; Cap of white Sattin, with small Feathers. 

Fic. 4. Train of pink Silk; Lace let in the back; full 
top Sleeves of white Crape; Turban of pink and white 
Crape, with Ostrich Feathers. 

Pic. 5. Robe of Primrose Crape, trimmed down the 
front and round the breast with white Lace; Sleeves striped 
alternctely with sarsnet and lace; white sarsnet Petticoat ; 
Rid Gloves. 
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APOLLONIAN WREATITI. 


A TRANSLATION FROM THE GREEK OF 
SIMONIDES. 


BY G. DYER. 


A few on the motley-painted chest the wind 


Blew boistrous, and by dire commotion stirr'd 
The rising surges round ; 
Fair Danae, while trickled down her cheek 
The frequent tear, felt all a mother’s pangs ; 
Round her young Perseus, round her dearest babe, 
She threw, resign’d to fate, her lovely arm, 
And breatli'd, thus softly breath’d, the sorrows of her soul. 


Ah! me, my child, what griefs do I endure! 
Whilst thou, dear suckling babe, ill-omen'd child, 
Sleepest with heart at rest,— 
Sleepest in joyless, brass-encircled house ; 
And dark the night, tho’ gleams the moon serene. 
The wave, which passes thy unmoisten’d locks, 
Thou heedest not; thou hearest not the winds ; 
For calm is thy lov'd face, in purple vestment veil'd. 


Ills now press on; and did’st thou know those ills, 
How would'st thou to my words, my words of woe, 
Lend me thy little ear! 
Sleep on, my babe, thy mother bids thee sleep ; 
And sleep the waves, and sleep my sea of cares. 
Yet, oh! my father Jove, confound their schemes ! 
Bold now the prayer—oh! may my Perseus live! 
Still may he live, and still revenge his mother’s wrong’. 


VOL, lI,—N., Ss. ry 
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VALENTINE TO A YOUNG LADY. 


NO aid divine my trembling hand befriends, 

No Goddess dictates, and no Muse descends ; 
Nature alone her artless aid supplics, 

Bids uninvok'd poctie Fancy rise, 

Rears each assuming thought to scenes above, 
Waking each hope, each latent wish to love. 


Thee, blest Eliza! would I sing, for thee 
Midst novel scenes attempt the homely lay, 
Whether thy form and eyes resistless fire, 
Or thy more perfect min« first claim the poet's lyre ; 
For thee each varied grace together blends, 
Thee every charm, all elegance attends ; 
Whate’er can please the cye, or heart engage, 
Fascinate the young, or strike maturer age, 
Is thine ; and instant at thy silent call 
Bids at thy feet th’ enraptur'd suitor fall. 


Sa a a 


PSE 


ee oe 


Nor does the bard, to music deem'd a foe, 
Forget the cliarms thy vocal powers bestow ; 
But ah! would fain th’ unequal task decline, 
To sing in numbers rude thy voice divine ; 

But who, a stranger to each thought refiu'd, = * 
Deat to each sense, to every passion blind, 
Could hear a Seraph’s voice melodious swell, 
And not enraptur’d on thy praises dwell ? 


How oft at eve, as Night’s resplendent queen 
Rises o'er proud Augusta’s boasted fane, 


Indulging Meditation’s pensive hour, a 
Or ott bewailing Love's destructive power, Ps 


Thy strains, more sweet than Jubal's shell, I hear; 
And as tlie tone still vibrates on mine ear, 

A gradual calm conies o'er my tortnr’d breast, 
Lulls ev'ry nerve, each thought perturb’d, to rest; i 
Bids fly despair, through each sooth’d organ steals, ; 
And every sense with Music's calmness fills. 


But ah! should now the Poet's proffer'd love 
More thy resentment than thy pity move, 
Forgive the Bard that prostrate asks thy hand, 
And solely lives or dies at thy command ; 

He teels within his breast a binding chain, 

He teels an inward wound, a secret pain; 

Love bids his suit, dire Love, whose venom'd dart 
Sooner or later strikes each feeble heart, 

Holds o'er the vanquish'd breast despotie sway, 
And binds in lasting cords its heedless prey ; 
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Then most we feel its sting, and w ay to fly, 
When least we think th’ envenom'’d moment nigh, 
Snar'd in its silken toils, too late we find 

“Tis Woman that seduces all mankind.” 


Fleet-Street. 


aa 


Sent to a Young Lady on Valentine's day. 


Miss Mary, 


HASTE, don't stay till it is warmer, 
But post away to your good friend, Miss Farmer ; 
A Vaientine she has just now receiv'd, 
"Tis true indeed if I'm to be believd ; 
it tells her she is handsome, fair and kind, 
That allher bright ideas are refin'd ; 
‘That wit flows gracetul from her fluent tongue, 
Compares her to Minerva, tho’ so young ; 
Declares, although she has but just lett school, 
For music Handel was to her a fool ; 
Praises her height, her motion, and her air; 
Insists that now she well knows how to stare ; 
Admires her forehead, eyes, chin, mouth, and nose, 
‘Teeth, ears, arms, fingers, legs, and little toes ; 
Affirms that like an angel she can dance, 


4 Hop, skip, jump, caper, bounce about, and prance ; 
4 Admits she’s fond of mischief, like her sex : 
S That she can trouble, teaze, torment, and vex. 


Allows that like a schoolmaster she writes ; 

And sometimes scolds, but very seldom fights. 

All this it says, as true as I'm a sinner ; 

(Dont mock my rhymes, for I'm a young beginner > 


Desstaalahe: tis! 0 cipgltilgign 


And if you w ont believe what I have said, 
Just take a hat or hood to guard your head ; 
fH Or if it snows, or keenly blows the storm, 
j Put on‘pelisse and gloves to keep you warm, 
: Go to Miss Farmer, ask her if she’s well, 
: Aud if you dont find true what now I tell, 


Whi then no more believe, 
Yours, 





A BURLESQUE POETICAL EPISTLE 
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} vhi! quod nullis amor est medicabilis Lud 


Al, 4S! sweet Bard, J plainly see 

‘} Le truth of what thou say’st above, 
That herbs and speils cen never tree 
An aching heart from hopeless Love. 


Vhen first 7 found his subtie dart 
Had piere’d this tender heart of mine, 
I straight epply'd, to ease the smart, 
To Bacchus, god of gencrous wie, 


His jovial votaries oft T jem'd, 

Then mad tumultuous joys to share ; 
Pint wine, alas! f quickly found 

Vid but increase my anxious care. 
Ah, dear Eliza, if thon c'er 

Hast seen me ‘midst this frantic crew, 
Forzive my folly, and T swear 

‘Vo bid their noisy haunts adiex. 


Ti rural sports T next cogagd, 

Jiew oft o'er Chainwoed's rugged rocks, 
With arcor and with gice ve chas‘d 
Tire timid hare or wily fox. 


The ardor of the chase was o'er, 
The music of the hounds had ceas‘d, 
fi: triumph home the brush I bore, 
But stil I found my paia inereas'd. 


DPespairing then to find relief 

In busy crowd or silent shade, 

‘iv case Iny pain, and sooth my grief, 
‘Vo Cupid, god of Loye, I pray’d. 


The subtte urchin arch!y snii’d, 


‘Phen langhing ery’d, my friend you're wrexg, 


bn Dian's trainin vai you've toil'd, 
Or Bacchus join'd in jovia! song, 


Gro to Fiza, there vou find 
A balm to cure your aching heart; 


Hier converse sweet and sense refin'd, 
Vulease wid comfort seon impart. — 
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And it she deicn ene smile to vive 
From her soft pensive azure eve, 
*Dwill make your dicoping heart revive, 
And ful your soul with heavenly joy. 
August 20th, 1806, T.G. 
——— ee 


THE STREAM OF ABREVILLE. 


GLIDE on, sweet steam of Abbeville, 
Roll thy blee waters down the vate, 
Or ‘mtdst the weodland scene, 
sright with the carly beams of day 
biow on, sweet streain, tiy sylvan way 
The flowry banks between, 






















While deep amid the tang’ed wood 

. Is heard the murmur cf thy flood, 

' "The leafy shade among, 

Jn concert with the feather'd choir, 

“That cleave with trembling wing the air, 
And iune the tribnie song. 






Ciide on, sweet stream of Abbeville, 
Now seen along the flow'ry vale, 

Now hid in taneled wood; 
Nymphs sport amid thy pleasing gloom, 
On thy fair banks of verdant bloom, 

And sacred deen thy tleed. 
















JAMES. 






ee re 
SONNET. 

ON the green margin of a tlood, 

A fairy’s flow'r-form’d temple stood, 


And high amid the fleral scene 
4 Tung gold flow’rs, intermix’d with green, 
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"Twas there the fairest flow'rets bloom'd 
That e’er the breath of May perfum'd, 
_And there midst myriad sweets ‘tis said 
The fairy Queen had chose her bed. 







There, cradled in a beautcous rose, tig 
By zephyrs rock’d to soft repose, 4 





‘fue infant sylphs all peaceful sicpt, 
While forn:s aerial vigils kept. 






§¢ Till morn unbarr'd the gates of light," 
When fades each fairy sceae from sight. 





JAMES, 


















































nae neon e 
te 





liberi 


te tent ep at 
ta. n= 


- 





TIE LADY S MONTHLY MUSEOCM. 





LINES ADDRESSED TO MY SISTER 
PREVIOUS TO HER LEAVING SCHOOL, 


ABSORB 'D in thoneht, beset with ev'ry grief 
‘Phat absence kindles in the anxious soul, 

Vo thee these lines I] send, and seek relief 
In thee, who only ean’st those griets controul. 


Excuse, dear girl, these harsh unpolish’d lays, 
Which here untaught in rastie sorrow move ; 
And deign to listen, while they speak thy praise, 

To this warm tribute of a Brother's love, 
Soon may thy pen in numbers more divine, 

And nobler accents, tune the plaintive lyre, 
Whiist fond aficection thro’ each vary'd line, 

With richer beauties shall thy verse inspire. 
The generous warmth that guides the tender strain, : 

Vill to this breast a soothing balm impart, 
Breathe o'er its seat tranquillity again, 

And clase this pensive sadness from my heart. 


Yet, tho’ secluded from those happier scenes, 
Which late with rapture I with thee enjey'd, 
Reflection lives, the last and only means ’ 
by which the pangs of absence are destroy'd. 
Ai, my dear Sister, tho’ so far remov'd 
From -—-—-—’s leaty bow’rs and verdant plains, 
From triends, relations, and from all I lov‘d, 
Still one endearmg ray of hope remains ; 
Kor Mem'ry--absence never can betray, ' 
With hearttelt joy the lovely maid I greet ; 
Alisence will strive, but ah! how vain th’ essay 
‘Yo chase remembrance from her sacred seat ! 


Not all the charms that grace this servile earth, 
Tie boast of weaith, of fortune, and of fame, : 
Nor all the pow'rs that gave those pleasures birth, 
Exceed the lustre of affection’s flame. 
How oft with thee delighted have I stray'd, 
When Sol's bright beams illum'd the eastern shy, 
Or o'er the hills, or thro’ the flowry mead, 
Where no intruding stranger wander'd nigh, 


To mark the beauties of the opning day, 
And sip the fragrance of Aurora's gale ; 
Te dash the chrystal dew-drop from the spray, 
Or pluck the early primrose in tie vale. 
And often too we've sought the cool retreat, 
Where * cloud capt” elms tieir tow rug stummits raise, 
To screen the wand'rer from the sununer's heat, 
Or siiade him drooping trom the nountide blacze— 
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There as we walk'd, united arm in arm, 
Emblem of Love, by strictest friendship blest, 
We found one fire our mutual bosoms warm, 
One fond affection kindle in each breast. 


But those blest hours to me are now no more, 
Whose rosy wings such laughing moments shed ; 
The charms of calm serenity are o'er, 
And all their sweeiness, all their pleasures fled. 
What tho’ to chase the mind's continu'd gloom, 
The brightest scenes creation’s face adorn ; 
In vain for me the flow’'ry meadows bloom, 
Or blushing roses scent the breath of morn. 


Here slow and pensive o'er the verdant fields, 
At dawn of day or close of eve I rove, 
Whilst fond remembrance to my sadness yields, 
And Fancy paints those friends I deariy love. 
| if chance direct me to the cool retreats, 
: Where Spring's first blossoms seem to dawn for me, 
I pause a pensive moment o'er their sweets, 
Kiss their wet leaves, and sigh alone for thee. 
Oh! could’st thou share my walks, and taste awhile 
With me the raptures of a transient hour, 
Bask in the sunshine of the prospect's smile, 
} And leave, for Flora’s sweeis, the Muses bow'r ' 
Thy presence might beguile the starting tear, 
And unrelenting sorrow’s hand disaria ; 
With thee the woodiand’s faded scenes to cheer, 
The fields might blossom, and the jandscape charm. 
When kindred heav'n shall thus my woes relieve, 
And streams Lethean o'er my sorrows creep, 
Cheer'd by thy smiles this breast may cease to heave, 
These lips to murmur, and these eyes to weep. 
Salisbury, May 24th. a. <. 
a 


CHARADE. 


FLEETING movement; tardy measure ; 

How uncertain is thy pace, 
Flying in the hours of Pleasure, 

sounded by no Earthly space! 

Dragging on, with leaden motion, 

When with Sorrow's weight opprest, 
Or when sailing o’er the Ocean, 

Calms annoy each anxious breast. 


Such my First is; but my Second 
I can not so easy tell ; 

"Tis a fine Pertormance reckon'd, 

Or a Patch that’s put on well 
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Now mv Whole makes ifs appearance, 
Warning us of Life’s decay, 

Yet, in spite of interference : 
Days, and Hours, will fleet away. 


a 
SOLUTION OF THE CHARADE, BY J. M. I, 
WHICH APPEARED IN OUR LAST NUMBER, 
WHENEER we females ecase te peut, 
And put onour best snuic, 


That we are Lind, none suve Wi 
Our lovers to beguiie. 


i ¢ 


And when the boist'rous Lover dares 
To steal a soft embrace, 
Our blushing cheeks are red with fears, 
That switt sutfuse the face. 
But if in wedlock we are jom'd, 
Our blushes die away ; 
Then we are Aindred, you will find, 
And bless the bridal day. 
NANCY. 
ae Pe 


Il. Pip-PIN. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


ARMINE has our best thanks: his wishes will be complied with to the 
atmost of our power. 


We have unfortunately mislaid the poetical commnnication from Ruhtra 
Nylmah, which accompanied those pieces of his which have already ap- 
peared, It he wiil favour us with another copy, it shall be immediately in- 
aerted, 


In answer to the contemptible letter signed TOBIAS QUIZZEM, “ by order 
of the Society” of Cacograpliers we suppose; we have only to recommend 
to him to purchase or borrow a spelling-book. His exquisite defence of the 
false spelling of “ recieve” as being derived from “ recipio,” and of “ defi- 
cientey” as formed trom “ deficient,” can only excite a smile of pity at his 
tynorance, or Of scorn at his pedantry. Covered ashe may imagine himself 
to be by the “ sheild of lnonemy, (a lady or gentleman, by the bye, of 
whom we never before heard), he will not find it a shelter for insolence and 
scurrility. We beg leave to recommend to him the old adage, “ Ne sutor 
ultra crepidam,” which we shall venture to translate, “ Let the SMITH 
meddic with his anvil.” This hint, we doubt not, he will “ gratefuly” ac- 
Knowledge, 

If Mr. HW. S******%e will acquaint us how a private letter may reach him, 
we doubt not of being able to return a satisfactory answer to his polite note. 


‘The letter of our learned Suffolk correspondent not coinciding with the 
Plan of our Museum, is forwarded according to his direction. 


We mist request our Correspondents to favour us with their communica- 
fxons hefore the 13th of each month 
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